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Christian Year,—that moved him and pleased his taste*
as nothing else had power to move and please; steeped
as they were in a far-off magic of youth and memory.
So he stayed by her; and she knew very well that lie
would stay by her to the end.
He sat down beside her, and took her hand.
 *	You are tired/
 *	It has been a miserable day/
1 Shall I read to you ? It would be wise I think to
put it out of your mind for a while and come back to it
fresh.'
*	It will be difficult to attend,'   Her smile was faint
and sad.   ' But I will do my best/
He took up a volume of Dean Church's sermons, and
began to read. Presently, as always, his subtler self
became conscious of the irony of the situation. He was
endeavouring to soothe her trouble by applying to it
some of the noblest religious thought of our day,
expressed in the noblest language. Such an attempt
implied some moral correspondence between the message
and the listener. Yet all the time he was conscious
himself of cowardice and hypocrisy. What part of the
Christian message really applied to Lady Luey this after-
noon, but the searching words—* He that loveth not Ms
brother whom he hath seen, how can he love God whom
he hath not seen ?'
Yet he read on. The delicate ascetic face of his
companion grew calmer; he himself felt a certain refresh-
ment and rest. There was no one else in the world with
whom he could sit like this, to whom he could speak
or read of the inner life. Lucy Marsham had made Mm
what he was, a childless bachelor, with certain memories
in his past life of which he was ashamed,—representing
the revenge of a strong man's temperament, and physical
nature. But in the old age she had all but reached, and

